122                        SHORT STORIES
One of our people,   Narayana Sastry, had
pulled down a portion of his house with a view to
rebuilding it and had got  new timber.   Every
year he used to give us one log of wood.   That
year we beat our mouths for an extra five minutes
before his house and told him that, as a fortunate
man who had pulled down an old house, he might
give us two lengths of bamboo extra.    For some
reason he said he would not give even the log of
wood which  was  his usual  contribution.    This
roused the. spirit of our young  heroes.    Like a
river which roars on meeting an  obstruction, our
boys simply swarmed round the old man.   But,
however much we argued,  our Sastry would not
yield.    Seeing his  obstinacy,  Bhima the lame,
our poet-laureate of the doggerel verse, slid out
of the crowd, and, as we kept the Sastry engaged
in front of the house, got into the backyard and
walked away with a pillar and as much bamboo
as he could carry.    We had not intended to take
anything by  stealth in  this   way.    But when
stealth  had  been  practised  by  our leader, how
could we betray him ?    So we pretended not to
be aware of the performance and kept the Sastry
engaged until Bhima was safely away, and then
said:    " Very well, sir,  please do  not  get upset
by our importunity.   You are a man building a